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He loved the work. A born horseman, he loved his beasts and
did as much as any man alive to improve the then inferior English
breeds. Even more he loved the show; the great public proces-
sions when he followed directly behind the Queen on his black
charger and heard the cheers for her turn into gasps of admira-
tion for himself. Nearly every Elizabethan of note had that sense
of a crowd in relation to himself as a spectacle, but none of them
ever seriously disputed Robert Dudley's supremacy in the art of
dazzling by personal splendour. Years later, when-Elizabeth had
loaded him with honours and responsibilities enough to satisfy
half a dozen men, he still refused to give up his Mastership of
the Horse.
His first taste of this delight came on November 28th, when
the Queen, after a five days' sojourn at the Charterhouse, made
her official entrance by way of the Barbican and Cripplegate into
the City. The Mayor rode first with the Garter King-at-Arms,
who carried the sceptre; after them followed the gentlemen pen-
sioners in red damask bearing their gilded axes, the heralds in the
colours of their respective orders, the tall footmen in crimson and
silver stamped front and back with the cipher E. R. . . . "my lord
of Pembroke bare the Queen's sword; then came her Grace on
horseback, in purple velvet with a scarf about her neck, and the
sergeants of arms about her Grace; and next after rode Lord
Robert Dudley, the master of her horse." Guns and voices roared
in unison, " the Wayts (wights) of the City sounded loud music"
on their trumpets as the cavalcade passed through streets giddy
with flags and tapestries, coloured cloths and silks, by way of the
walls to Bishopsgate and thence to Mark Lane. There the Tower
stood in sight, where Elizabeth was to remain for several weeks,
its artillery chanting a welcome that lasted half an hour; and
its new mistress, remembering another, less joyous entry, said
to those round her:
"Some have fallen from being princes of this land to be
prisoners in this place; I am raised from being a prisoner in
this place to be a Prince of this land. That dejection was a
work of God's justice; this advancement is a work of his
mercy. . . ."
No one within the sound of her voice had a better right to a
hearty "Amen" than the son of the "high and mighty prince"
lying headless within.